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What is the future for us? 


In these times of darkness, corruption reigns 
And does not leave crumbs to the slaves below ... 
Politicians forge improvements, but deflect assets, 
And they disfigure the sun in which the TV 
misrepresents images. 

Cruel politics paints a disfigured present. 

The bread gets more expensive, and the artwork 
bleeds 

The storm that gives goodbye to the children’s 
future. 

The boats are swaying in the wind of despair. 

Millions are diverted, hospitals are closed 
And schools are falling ... false bank acconts 
The walls, externally, what do these guys want? 
They steal children and then smile at them, 
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Disorienting with directions. 

There is no return since the Indians are dead and 
the 

Forests are destroyed. 

There are no returns to the workers who will die in 
slavery. 

The future stuffed with dollars is dying dryly 
In external accounts, and internally the lights are 
Deleting the future. 

Since as the press is not reporting ... 

The imminent tragedy. 
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The destruction of the Amazon Rainforest 


Politicians sell green as they sell future, 

Ignite with disregard, the green cries crushed 
Greed summed up in washed dollars. 

The sad tragedy set on fire in corruption. 

The sale of green, devastated particles, 

Tears for something that does not come back, is it 
the end? 

When everything is there and you have nothing. 
When what matters most turns into mineral 
terrorism... 

Of the reserves, what is reserved for the future? 
When everything is destroyed and devastation is 
the 

Table of government defeats. 

If they do not think about the future, what is 
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Consumed by children? 

What will they breathe, sadness? 

The toxic air of an irrational future 
Tainted by greed, theft, and hatred, 

And false wealth whose end is written, 

In the green cry, where you can not see, but think... 
What is the life to be saved? 
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Hypocrisy 


People rush to nothingness in their cars 
in disorder. 

The world is so fast and chaotic that values are no 
longer something. 

Nothing is read with the heart, 
and weakness of the minds 
does not show dignity. 

Carbon monoxide from lies or blackmail, 

They explode in this world where there is nothing 
to gain. 

Only time and money manage these wars, 

And children have no time, nor do they know what 
to play. 

Only pain has no limit, and digital suicide is the 
Only religious search at the foot of the inequality 
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in dust. 

Dirty money notes corrupt politicians in their suits, 
Crushed by dirt, where perseverance fails, 

In vague speeches where lying is the only truth. 

People do not care about their neighbor on this 
Infernal viaduct, where they do not see what to do 
but judge. 

Would the mirrorofthefuture be turned somewhere, 
Beyond this chaos where prejudice and racism 
Are the sad powders of the 3rd war exploding? 
Where would be compassion and hidden love, 

In this time that passes so quickly, 

But does not leave values, wisdom or future? 


4 PROVA -13/5/18 


18 











Corruption 


It’s all grey in Brazil. 

Where do the workers go? 

Will they die for unknown rights 
Excluded from false television images? 

Beware of these rules and regulations 
which hide our right to think. 

Politicians hide dense notes in obscurity 
In beads and furnaces that murder the future. 

Everything goes back to an endless cycle, 

No one has a limit when it comes to veiling. 
No one is guilty, there is nothing to blame, 

If in the end lie is the printed truth. 

Television has the party and the infinite show, 
Schools collapse and hospitals are closed, 


4 PROVA- 13/5/18 


19 











They hide duties and rights are lost, 


Is there is a future when everything goes back to 
repression, 

Hate and war, violence and washed notes? 
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Fuck Racism 


Social networks are infested with ignorance. 

On the streets violence prevails, there is no 
compassion. 

Hitler accused expiatory goats to hunt for coins. 
Falsehood spreads over empty heads, bones 

Of ignorance planted in failures and defeats. 

Do not let idiots win the war. 

Unless you think, do not strengthen the emptiness. 
Cleanse the city from the seeds of hatred and 
intolerance. 

Children are equal in the path of egalitarian art. 
Let us begin again, we will never tread this false 
path. 

of lies and ignorance, of currents and violence. 
Break down the walls, put the stake of hope 
On the way, where violence will be defeated. 
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I will fight for poetry 


To keep the flame burning ... 

This love inflamed at the top of the hill, 

In this train to infinity. 

There is hope when there are beautiful words to 
write ... 

The song sounds like giving thanks for being alive. 
To sing this enchanted influence once more. 

This resonates for the roles of life in a 

Constellation greater than space-time ... 

The poetic flame continues to avenge hatred and 
violence, 

And nothing will stop me ... 

It is necessary to keep love great, the one that 
enchants the pure souls. 

The love that burns life and brings light to the 
carpe diem. 
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Viking 


The work of the gods is greater than 
Human laws. 

And there they must be. 

Is there a better destination beyond 
East or West? 

The supreme and eternal glory in Valhala ! 

Soon, we will be beyond the gates, 

Darkness will be overcome. 

We will sail through all the seas, 

And the discoveries will be crowned. 

The unknown will shine like the sky itself. 

True warriors are the only ones 

To allow the courage that magnifies the hearts. 
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We will not lust for the wealth of this world, 

But for the glory of Odin, 

Who made our boat sail beyond time and lands 
known, 

And dreams fixed to just this World. 
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Freezing moon 


The freezing moon will come to destroy 
The false values of this hypocritical society. 
Amalgamated values for money in cold wars 
Through gananimous territories of infallible 
wickedness. 

Children stunned with technological falsehood. 
The cold system comes to dictate what is right 
and wrong. 

Religions that want to kill in shootings for money. 
Where will humankind walk, oh freezing moon? 

Sadistic values want to bomb infidelity squares. 
Political buildings conceal from the people. 

But only street children know the real truth. 

Will pain and blood be seen on a cell phone 
screen? 
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Oh freezing moon, is there exit when the lie turns 
true, and when dreams are massacred in the 
immensity? 

The children of the war saw the moon freeze, 

It will bring the truth, ships from heaven into blood... 
“Why are men selfish and false creatures”? 
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Eternal love 


Loving the little things, 

Simple things are the best 
And more enjoyable ... 

They feed the soul and are a motive to continue, 
Always forward, break the chains, 

Go beyond the iron mountain. 

They will do everything possible to destroy what 
matters to us. 

But we must be united, and dawn will come ... 

If there is real love, it will be worth fighting for, 
There will be reason, there is only one chance to 

Something unforgettable, and that will brighten 
our souls. 

On the battlefield, high up the hill, tomorrow, 

In the carpe diem of meanings, heroic significances, 
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Love will exist, in differences, in untouchable 
things. 

In a second, in fact, in silent music. 

In something no one believes, in cultivated 
happiness. 

The defeat is not exactly defeat, nor the victory 
exactly 

Victory ... when the truth comes it will determine 
the true 

Love, and it will be worth fighting or dying for. 

For it will be an unforgettable second, endlessly. 
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Terrorism 


Who can judge who is faithful or not? 

The blood and tears of innocents 
Melted in the gloom of the gloomy night? 

Children cry for unknown bombs ... 

Brothers diagnosed with the hatred of ignorance. 

Fanaticism is illusion and endless blindness. 

At the top of the mountain, the reasonless prophet 
cries, 

The discord not spoken, the battle fought, 

The night of the day, the day of the night. The blood 

Flows for centuries, and division reigns in arms. 
The scene of pain is not understood by the 
innocent. 

Prayer is not said in the cold night. 

The book fades into militia infidelity 
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Which forgets that love is the only solution ... 

Who can judge? who will survive in misery 
And hunger ...? Where would be the hope of 
armed solitude? 

In miserable nights, cries the innocent, who 
Nothing owns, or fears, amid the devastation 

Would virtue be born? And could hope be reborn? 
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When politics is rotten 


The dirty system controls people. 

You do not listen, you do not talk, you do not 
understand. 

Everything ends in pizza, and a cry on TV. 

Do you believe that they are human, 

Over greed and power? 

The black female councilwoman who fought for 

the poor 

was murdered, 

And her ideals are buried forever. 

But who will remember? 

The greedy domain is perpetuated. 

And the rotting viscera of the system 
Are announced in congressional guidelines. 

The poor slaves will die in the machines, 
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Giving their life to a manufactured dream. 

Parties spread and consciousness does not 
change. 

Dirty bills are laundered in tax havens. 

And in the underworld we look for crumbs, 

In what television turned into gold, 

While the country goes to hell. 
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Corruption in Brazilian politics 


Blood on the streets, decisions in the dark. 
Which violence is worse? 

Schools are falling and hospitals are closing. 
Taxes and diamonds, blood-washed notes, 
Miseries and favelas. 

Honesty is rare, 

Pigs that feed on gold have 
Your chips clean, 

As they apply for another election. 

But who pays, 

The tears shed ... 

And the sacrifice tickets? 

The whole life serving a machine, 

Bankrupt 
Misery and war, 

Hate and power. 
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Write forever 


Love her forever, 
in an intense, timeless. 

She, a content of stars, 
daydream of peace and infinite love. 

Write the verses forever, 

Like endless books that show dreams 
without end in hearts burned. 

I made her weep with joy, 

With the words that led to God, 

without measure, in addition to the inverse plane 

or the infinite sparkling diamonds. 

My poetry was formed by stars, 
just as the books of peace exploded 
her name forever, 
because she was only love, 
love written forever. 
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United, we stand 


United, we stand... 

We stand in defeats. 

In the cold night, where snow brings 
the horror of war and shadows. 

Fidelity keeps us connected, 

and we can see, the way is still sweet. 

Our souls are free, we remain together, 
and the road music has our song. 

When tyranny stuns and the system hangs us, 
art softens, our heart holds us steady 

To relate our dreams. 

We are a chord of the best song, 

Without love we would be nothing, 

We will break the wall, we will come to victory, 
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In our trench, defeat will never come. 

For our arms are stretched out, 

And our fidelity moves us to the path of light. 

United, we stand, 

There is nothing stronger than us, 

Side by side we move on. 
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True love 


In poetic alterity I found your name, 

Which filled my soul, which reflected in you, 

Like in dreams of life, not of my own conscience, 
but of your significant purity, the aesthetics of God. 

In a parade of eternity, you completed my soul. 

In an ideological refraction the sky was shown in 
verses, 

chords and angels of this love that took us to all 
the 

places, in a plurality of meanings of the heart. 

Aesthetically, this love was our joy of simplicity. 
Inside, it took us everywhere, the world view 
was the vision of your heart, of our souls, one soul. 

I have reflected on God and on you the sign of 
freedom, 

That led me forward. With this love everything was 
rare and perfect, 

And any pain or sadness was left behind. 
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Your love took me everywhere 


I saw everything. I saw myself in you, 

In an extra-locality in which hope 
Remained unique, within us, 

Fortified dreams, endless hope. 

You were what I saw, in your heart. 
Through the surplus of vision, I saw your 
Colors, your talent was of an angel. 

The poems were enriched by you, 
Exotopy of the music of God, 

You filled me with signs 
Of kisses that prevailed immortal. 

This translucent light finishes dims 
Like sparkling Diamonds... 

I understood you to understand me, 
Loved you to love me, 
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Your light was the aesthetic expression Of the 
whole that I saw, 

Of the beyond that I saw, the words of immensity, 
Together with light went everywhere. 
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God, bless my poetry 


The spark of diamonds and the smile-chords 
From the stars, drops of hope from the sea. 
These are profound challenges to write. 

The tree of the golden orchard, 

Where I sought music and prayer. 

I wrote without fear, because the soul explodes 
and the heart incandescent 
Brings these inspired verses in the sky, light up 
my books ... 

God, enlighten me when there is darkness, 

In sad and endless nightmares, 

There will still be a dream to write. 

Will never die this gift in me, 

For so long, these poems without measure 
are still the pleasure of the moon ... 

Take my hand, God .... 

And make me write, 
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And when there is no more will, 

Make me sing for one more reason. 

So with love a new book will be written, 

And my poetry will remain pure, 

Because this is how it was born, and so it always 
lives. 
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Violence in Brazilian streets 


Children ask for alms, they know the truth. 

On the sunny side, the sun burns but does not 
bring absolution. 

There is no future to them, 
whewn there are no schools, who can win? 
Should we shout at Robin Hood for distribution 
Of wealth? 

In Congress, there is a misleading advertisement 
reflected. 

The system remains rotten in the face of negative 
influences. 

There is no future for the Brazilian dream 
If these rotten signs continue to be reflected 
For greed to burn dreams and souls. 

Hospitals are falling and schools are closing ... 
The lack of bread is distracted by the cheerful 
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samba rhythm ... 

But nothing is hidden or deceived 
By the art that explodes to cry, 

On the blood spilled in the civil war. 

The trees fall ... and the future falls. 

When we expect the help of God, in the rotten 
viscera of the system. 
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Angel of my poetry 


Your hopeful and gigantic soul 
Remains singing in my verses. 

Your infinite beauty influences me every day, 
Surrounded I am by your love afire. 

In your ubiquity, I see the prayer of the heavens. 
In your arms, I find peace and fullness, 

And the brave music in a sea drenched with 
desires. 

You are the haunted poetry that never goes away. 
In your heart, you are the art in purity, 

And indestructible love. 
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When I saw her in a magazine 


When I saw her in a magazine, she had a style of 
her own, an aesthetic finish of her own light, she 
was beyond ideological definitions. She mixed 
with the landscape being the very beauty of life, 
an infinite chain of a statement to God, parading 
in the beach. Far beyond what is actually material, 
her beauty went beyond this world and any plan, 
aesthetically, I dialogued with her own love, in her 
content of eternity. 
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I love you forever 


I love you forever, endlessly. 

Burning seconds, not inspired by the passing 
passion, 

But in fact you relive the love internally, every day 

Not on the false love that follows the historical- 

material relations of human beings, 

but in the love that confers the art and the supreme 

peace. 

the seconds without measure, reality outside the 
immediate, 

the existence that is based on you, on us a signifier 
besides our plans of vision, are completed within 
us. 

The significant eternity of a love that was born 
great, 

flourished sweet, and remained in peace and 
victorious. 
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Beautiful girl 


You keep yourself simple, 

And you have all the beauty of the world. 

Without exaggerating, or excluding, you have the 
light 

and the internal talent, properly pure and complete. 
You are not characterized by the dichotomy of the 
world, 

but by the character internally full of value, 
that constitute the song of your name when you 
parade ... 

Your light by the beaches and fields, as in books, 
and in your fullness, your ideology maintains the 
language of the heart, 

in the pluricity of God, of the verses of your song, 
that shines in the sky all the time, 
shines in the sea all the time, 
as well as in infinity. 
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Children of wars 


I think in the children of wars. 

Those who were not born in a peaceful world 
Without toys or futures, 
gunpowder and genocidal gear 
come marching, and fascist imbalance 
lowered the sound of the lullaby. 

Noises of bombs destroy childhood, 
memories, in ignorant dialogism 
of human greed. 

Children deviate from the mines. 

The school notebooks are soaked in mud. 
The mutilated dreams, and the fragility 
uncommitted is red in blood, 
guarantees and acquittals will never come, 
because of the swine of wars. 
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Weapons do not kill people, people kill people, 
in rituals by territories, by the bankrupt system, 
or religions (in) tolerant... 
the toys got lost in the dirty game of war. 

The blurred maps no longer show where to go, 
and the sacrifice of innocents does not cease, 
In open land, 
in trenches of ignorance. 

Toys of slavery. 


4 PROVA- 13/5/18 


49 











I saw the light of God within her 


Multi-voicing of chords in lights 
Singing hope in her heart. 

Adialogism with the peace that announced the 
Infinite, she saw the invisible essential, 
beyond the field of vision, or else time 
she meant everything endlessly. 

I saw the light of God within her. 

In her dialogue with God, 
she holds the beauty beyond life, 

A sweet ubiquity, so talent. 

Externally and internally she held 

The evaluative light thus illuminated fidelity, 

and in every way she was the light of my song. 
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My angel 


You kept the importance of art in my heart. 
Breathed in secret keeping your otherness intact. 
In your ubiquity, pure happiness traveled in 
inspiration, 

With your interior beauty dialoguing to the outside. 
Aesthetically forming the statement, your 
Internal Perfection, aesthetically sweet, your outer 
perfection 

was described by God, a concrete semantics, 
perfectly 

Written in poetry, more important than false values 
of society. 

You took care of me, girl, and my abstract artistic 
vision 

And concrete vision were kept alive in you, artistic 
values 

Found an a esthetic finishing, my consciousness 
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in your photos. 

My lyrics in your colors, your beauty given by 
God in perfection. This was the love that I found 
perfected and with it I began to write. 

Exotopy found in you, angel, in your horizon of 
originality. 

In your talent for significance, you inside me, the 
naturalness observed in my book. 
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The joy of my life was to see her shining 


I love to see her shining, to see her shining in a 
photo, 

In a magazine, or in the sand of the beach, in 
destination to the sky. 

When I see her, the art and reality of life are close, 
The polyphonic music of the language of the 
angels are understood 

In the light she demonstrated, with only a smile. 

In a matter of creation, her voice was represented 
by God, 

In a light of eternity, in an infinite beauty. 

She mirrored the resignification of the signs, the 
photo of her 

Brought me joy, it complemented my soul. 

And the beauty of happiness was the flower of her 
name. 

The ideological aesthetics of the sky in multiforms 
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and voices 

From the unbelievable, in which her light showed 
In poetry. It made me happy to see her parading, 
on the slope and in the sand, also in the sky. 

In some absolute way she divulged freedom, 
Which I put into poetry, seeing her shining forever. 
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I was born to write 


To write happiness in the sparks of the night. 

On the snow, to write the acquittal of happiness. 
The triumph of God and the magic that does not 
cease from hope. 

Writing is a blessing, not a curse. 

For I write joy, and the smile is molded 
Permanently in the face of my friends. 

I live to write, 

This is my hope that never dies. 

These are the dreams I drew on the hill, 

As summer prayers that thank the immensity, 
Kissing the incandescent sun. 

The acid rain of screams and gunpowder 
bloom in the garden. 

The machine gun of virtues is described in the 
book, 

I was born to write this fight and this love ... 
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My favorite song, which sounds in fullness. 

The grace of a new time is the carpe diem to be 
explored, 

And my memory is the gift of this written hope. 
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Political advertising 


What’s wrong with my TV? 

It is infested with rats and the pigs of lies. 

Dense notes being laundered into corruption 
From the civil war. 

Sessions are postponed to greedy genocide. 

The truth is that falsehood rules over the mud. 
Only the children in the gutter know this truth. 

The liquidity of ignorance corrode the cable of my 
television. 

Nothing about beyond the despair of seeing the 
country going to hell. 

The crumbs that feed us are offered with laughter. 
Taxes on an unadjusted system of atomic 
cockroaches, 

Surviving from the disaster of an eminent war. 
Just as when they said fascism was the only way 
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out. 


What is true in such a lie? 

The rotten viscera of the political system continue 
to bring 

the tickets of discord 
to pay until we die. 
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New Times 


We will be united, with our heads held high, 
with a heart full of pride and hope. 

We will break the walls and old promises. 

Fuck what we’re told, we’ll do it our way. 

We will be united, and nothing can hurt us, 

When we walk with hope in the heart, 

We will never be alone. 

We have much to learn, and we will learn. 

We have much to write, and we will write. 

We still have much love, and we will love each 
other. 

In all seconds and moments, 

In victories or defeats, 

We will be motivated. 

And getting stronger. 

Without fainting, 

Lose the tenderness, 
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And hope, revived every day. 

In the triumphant carpe diem, 

From our unshakable faith. 

In this, our fidelity 

That illuminates the darkness. 

We have much to sing, and we will sing. 
We will celebrate every moment of life, 

For this is a gift to which we make art. 

Until the flame goes out, 

These verses will be shot, 

As a missile, 

Until the day that I die. 

These verses will be sung 
With the strength of an AK-47, 

Firing the messages against hate, 

Drawing the essential invisible to the eyes 
On the wall of dreams. 
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Molding so much beauty in just a smile 


You had brightness in a photo, not that brightness 
alone, but took glow in the context of life on the 
world offering a meaning, which was loaded with 
significance. Meaning of infinity in molding so 
much beauty in just a smile, and the colors of the 
universe. You, all things in one picture, the whole 
meaning in a sense, the values that shine forever, 
won respect in words, and in my heart all the ways 
that you formed with so much light. 
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Samba from a miserable country 


Brazil is the country of Samba 
And also of the inaqualities, the misery... 
Children on the streets, crying currencies... 
Never in life, a book they will read. 

But they know the samba... 

The samba of joy... 

joy of this miserable country; 

Brazil, misery, disaster... 

Burial buses in Civil War. 

Brazil is the country of Samba... 

And also of the shame politics, 

Corruption, lost Guarantees! 

But the soccer still dances... 

And the children will be our reply... 
Because our revenge will come with 
The smile of children. 

Brazil is the country of Samba, 
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And also of the inaqualities, the misery... 
Children on the streets, crying currencies... 
Never in life, a book they will read. 

But they know the Samba... 

They know the samba of joy... 
joy of this miserable country; 

Brazil, misery, disaster... 

Burial buses in Civil War. 
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Integrity 


You, who entered my life simply, discreetly, 
suddenly made me whole, with integrity, made me 
not regret, not exaggerate or exclude, never go 
back. There was no need to fear, hate, or jealousy. 
I have been transformed, not only in soul and 
spirit, but in all the ways in which love rejoices with 
the truth, 

triumphant feeling, which transforms the 
immensity and reduces the difference between 
right and wrong, night to day. There was no 
discord, forgiveness was drawn at all times where 
love vanished, and light was left in its misguided 
daily ways. Love forgave everything, and our lives 
shaped not only the small moments, 
but the universal whole, of our wise youth, we 
learn from each other, so that we not only build 
our love together, but also our life. 
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Moscow girl 


It’s a privilege to see you, girl from Moscow. 

You are my star and my angel ... 

The valiant act of a magnificent talent 
That I just stare at you. 

So many values in light of your photo- aesthetic of 
infinity. 

You were my artistic importance because your 
Beauty went beyond the ethical-cognitive aspect 
of the world. 

Your soul was the exteriorization of the 
unbelievable, 

For so sweet and beautiful was your picture, the 
immensity 

That would complete me. 

I saw you in the streets, you are the angel and the 
freedom, 

And your light represented my poetry, which 
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conferred the aesthetic finishing to my dreams, 
and the alterity, of a spirit that went free in your 
name. 

I saw you parading, you had your own ideology, 
and your 

Happiness was in your mind, no matter where you 
were, 

You were the content of happiness, and the 
plurality of your actions, 

like a prayer ... tattooed infinite in architectural 

language 

From the way ... 
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Lights of the world 


You darling. Permanently stood in my way, in 
every word, every poem 

placed in the front of heaven. Fullness mirrored 
your wonderful choices, 

all culminating on the face of God colored in golden 
gilt, pictures of eternity. 

You paraded in books, images, aesthetics of the 
heart, blessed in angelic smiles. 

You permanently illuminated my life and what I 
wrote, made me take a step forward, 
and I want to fly, about art, as you did, parading on 
the lights beyond this World. 
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Hope 


Hope descended from the heavens; meanings 
were radiated, shown as loops of sacred relics 
depicted on the throng. What seemed to be the 
end was actually the beginning of a new cycle 
about hope. Wisdom invaded the spaces of 
separations, and peace, calculated and limited, 
was now everywhere. It was as if the war was 
over, and the tears of life led the hope, the smile 
of existence, which came down from the heavens. 


4 PROVA -13/5/18 


68 











Golden heart of the trench 


Move forward, prepare to battle, do not discourage, 
golden heart of the trench, 
with your sword on the sun, 
on the front line - wait for God. 

Reborn 

on the forest, there are no tears or remorse ... 
with power and glory, go ahead. 

Do not faint. 

Do not fall, get up, go ahead, soldier, to the front 
line, 

do not discourage or fall, ever. 
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All I have is here 


All I have is here, I can see it, my dear, there’s 
so much truth on it, and it’s the greatest treasure 
I can have. There is love, only one condition, 
against all the imposed unreason of the world. 
There is this love that follows strong and intact, 
and conquers life, death, and makes sacred our 
present, the carpe diem, with our present of being 
always together. 
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You make me write 


You, who motivate me, carry me forward. You 
make me write. You, who keep me upright, kind, 
sweet, talented. You, who make me rest among the 
flowers, in the delirium of the palaces. You make 
me see the orchestra, among the dew, under the 
sun. You, who in an eternal spring, offer me a hug, 
and never leave me alone, albeit distant. You, with 
your clear eyes divulge eternity, by communion, 
and by grace and love. You release the braids, 
immortalize your blond hair in a step-poetry. 
Honey. 
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Golden arpeggios to sing to God 


My poetry has taken me to all parts of the world. 
I saw Paris in its literary height, when all the light 
shone in the letters of the stars. There was so 
much truth in this, and love in its fullness, intense 
in seconds, endless while they lasted, in those 
pages that changed the world. I saw Venice, 
Milan and Florence, they were like true music, 
which kissed the golden arpeggios to sing to God. 
Dublin, Berlin, New York, there was no place I did 
not walk, flying like an angel in my words, for the 
love of the universe. 
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Girl, who truly dreamed 


Girl, who truly dreamed, danced with music, your 
senses, signs, from the heart, perfected your 
image to the wisdom of purity, moved with art on 
the road of dreams, paraded singing on the dawn 
crystals. As if you were in Milan, being the princess 
who was unique over the crowd, you were invisible 
yet so beautiful, because you were the only one 
happy and smiling in the midst of that world. 
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In the arpeggios of light 


As if predestined to shine, you paraded in the 
arpeggios of light, on the key of the sun and on the 
sky itself. Your predestined light gave rise to the 
flowers and the hope verses that had reinvented 
poetry. Love was in this parade, which even God 
watched, only to see you shine, in this infinite of 
your steps, with the light that you walked. 
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I was looking for you 


I was looking for you, to love you ceaselessly, 
glowing, somehow eternally, in which the seconds 
illuminated the carpe diem on the essence of 
purity. I would write books to talk about your smile, 
in the pure way of giving my verses to the angels, 
to write as many sonnets as my dreams allow, just 
to see you smiling, and sleeping thinking of you. 
And waking up to you, as if the embrace were the 
world, which was in fact the only thing I had, that 
I declared to God that it was poetry, the complete 
love I saw in you. It made me thrilled, to love you 
for every second, and today, life is good, for saying 
... I love you. 
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There was in your heart the complexity 


Your inner heteroglossia intimate to the love of 
angels. 

Perfect and complete artistic voices that saw the 
essential. 

God-perceived alterity and victory, 

In your eyes were truth, freedom, and understanding. 
There was in your heart the complexity, voices of 
the sky, reflected 

in poetry, your way so simple that was all things 
Fine of the world, in you, all artistic voices 
constantly 

shone ... in your smile and your gestures, which 
were the love I knew. 
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Swimming to the stars 


Write and live the joy of the way, 

Do not return from light, check values, 

Singing the songs on the sea. 

There is no reason to be remorseful, thinking 
In the pain of the past, sadness was left behind. 
Within the light of words there is no return, 

This love of life, swimming to the stars, 

It has the reason and the force for which we sing. 
And we go ahead, there are no sorrows or pains, 
The only memory has the infinite ahead, 

And the memory of the soul is what we saw 
With our gift, happiness in immensity. 

This surplus of 

Vision is the magic of the full joy that we build 
on our way. 
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The true joy 


Write poetry in the sea. 

Spread arpeggios and verses in these foams 
of infinity. 

Read pablo Neruda, 

The mind is in peace, the true joy 
Is inside ... 

As in the old rock and roll song, 

these are the moments that I will never forget 

when I grow up too old. 

Say I love you for a special girl, 

The immensity is home, home is happiness and 
fullness 

that my heart carries when I write. 

The three punk rock chords sound, 
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As the wave which brings freedom and future. 
The song that I’ll never forget, 

The love you gave me. 

The mind is in peace, the true joy 
Is inside ... 

These are the moments that I will never forget 
when I grow up too old. 
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Her name was immortalized in poetry 


Her name was immortalized in poetry, 

Just as the embrace she gave me, a gift to my 
spirit. 

I was the poet, not just physically, 

But in an emotional and evaluative way that 
changed space-time, 

and put us into dreams, breaking the difference 
between 

the art and the life, offering sense to the love that 
we imagine. 

Her name was contextualized beyond the 
ideological sign, 

Or the aesthetic beauty of magazines ... 

Her name and beauty were more like a conscience. 
Divine materialized in the flower of dreams, 

A representation of the love of God, an integrated 
whole 
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of sky lights that formed a smile. 

And her spirit, a beauty beyond the physical plane, 
sweet as the expression of art, the true 
God’s love architecturally concrete formed her 
as a whole, immortalized in verses, her name in 
the sky. 
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Nuclear buttons 


The two leaders play with power and play the 
game of war. 

They have the buttons to decimate their enemies, 
And at any moment they could squeeze them. 

" Why not? ” They say. 

Laughing at each other. 

In the darkness of the threats, 

They play politics, declare hatred on television ... 
Was not everything always a game for money and 
Petroleum, 

Territories and domains? 

We are all pawns in their game, 

Watching the war reality show. 

Even Mickey is fed up with hypocrisy and greed, 
With which a single button would declared the war. 
The atomic disaster is stamped on the smile of 
greed. 
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The apocalypse comes in the form of evolving 
global warming. 

Everything divides and nuclear tests call the 
children to fight. 

Uncle Sam is always prepared to 
Feed of gold. 

But which country would not be? 

In the dirty game of power, money can buy victory 
and weapons, 

But it can never buy human lives. 
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Saint Padre Pio of Pietrelcina 


Saint Padre Pio, you who stand beside God, 
Bless my poetry today in the Sun. 

Make me write with all the love on the burning 
highway. 

In the days of darkness, enlighten me with fidelity 
and happiness. 

Rejoice me with the truth and love of God, 

Do not make me faint, lose strength or inspiration. 
Because that’s all the greatness my poetry could 
have. 

The light of solidarity that makes smile, the smile 
of the 

Happiness that is beyond rocks and buildings. 

It was not in a Church that I recognized your love, 
Padre Pio, 

I looked up into the sky, where there were no more 
sores or pain, 
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I felt revitalized the love in my life, on the relief of 
God, 

Keeping in my heart the hope of writing without 
Measure, dream without limits, on a road where 
there were no 
darkness or envy. 

Just the fidelity of the verses. 

Not just for communion, I did it for the love of God. 
With humility, without pretension... 

For if I could get a smile, everything would be fine. 
My verses would be kept alive, 
a non-cognitive force, 
but 

A spiritual and infinite light, 
of the heart-meaning of life. 


4 PROVA- 13/5/18 


85 











I saw her parading in Milan 


I saw her parading in Milan, in two enunciations. 
She spoke with the Infinite and with God. 

In her verbal creation, her talent was manifested 
In fullness, through internal and external plane. 
She reflected an unbelievable light that, beyond 
the physical plane, 

her aesthetic was formed by the complete beauty, 
indestructible, based on her dream of a victorious 
girl. 

I saw her in a magazine, I saw her win and break 
the walls, 

Committing her own mistakes and thus achieving 
victory. 

My memory is shared with her steps. 

The joy when she was formed by the light of 
happiness. 

She did not submit to concrete materiality. 
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Her values were simple and reflected the language 
of her dreams. 

Occupying a unique place in the existence of the 
infinite, 

Her image was built not only through space, time 
and meaning, 

But whence all the beauty of the world. 

Purely, she was kept intact, 

Live and happy, and a whole integrated with God, 
destiny and eternity. 
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Happiness is within me 


Happiness is within me, 

No matter where I am, 

As long as I have poetry and hope, in my heart, 
I’ll be fine. 

Happiness is in my mind, it is the truth that 
you should give to your dreams. 

Do not stop fighting. 

If you tried, it was worth the intention. 

This has to be the art of life. 

I want to go back where everything started, 
Grab a beer and write like the first time, 

Listen to a lot of punk rock, 

And smile desperately... 

As if it were the last day, 
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To make my soul and spirit joyful. 

To dialogue with life not ethically or materialistically, 
But in such a way that art is hand in hand 
With the Life. 

All the time, internally. 

My mind is complete because my heart is at peace. 
Is it not great to be alive, 

And together one more time? 

Inside of me, 
happiness. 
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There are flowers in your steps 


There are flowers in your steps, there is Paris in 
your smile, there is eternity in your countenance 
pertinent to the treasure of your imagination. How 
beautiful you are, completely, internally, in these 
signs of the cognitive responses of the aesthetics 
of the angels, you went from one place to the other 
in your soul, like when you flew to Milan - slept in a 
Palace, of your own imagination. 

The smile, immortalized by the photo I saw, of 
your soul and heart. 
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At the top, forever 


You have been discredited by all, but not by God 
and by love ... 

the sign of your immortalized beauty had the 
attraction and strength of the angels in all your 
senses and values, which shone on the highest 
hill top, 

kept your soul starry, and the spirit incredibly 
brave. 

You shone on earth and in the sky, paraded, 
heroine, and humans and angels could see you at 
the top, forever. 
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The architectural of our love 


We saw the essential invisible to the eyes. 

When together, we reached infinity. 

We were indestructible, when together, we were 
complete. 

Our surplus vision united the outer and inner plane 
In the conception of our dreams. 

A dialogue with the divine art, a dialogue built 
with the strength of ourselves, 
when we experienced the infinite of our memory, 
internal records of our souls in fullness. 

With love, we got everywhere, and we arrived. 
Seeing, within ourselves and beyond. 

Together we could do, to materialize eternal love, 
form in the prayer of infinity in a aesthetic finish 
of the imagination were our dreams. 

The beauty of being together, our dreams were 
materialized, eternity together within us. 
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Witch of Scandinavia 


Witch of the Nordic Forest, 

You had in your soul the authenticity. 

You had the clean soul from social games 
And hypocrites of the society that judged you. 
Your magic freed you from greed, 

And your individuality, 

Stronger than the ideologies of daily life. 

You had your own inner ideology, 

Natural magic and the free spirit to fly. 

Your psychic dynamics were only to encourage 
life, and inner peace, all light had your name, 
and reflected the light of the forest, which came 
from your inner plane. 

The materialized magic of your feelings of 
authenticity, 

Libertarian, you just wanted to be free, inside, 

No one could hurt you. 
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In your beauty all the sacred contexts were formed. 
Your vision saw the essential , which no one saw. 
The magic and the light of life, which in our mind 
and heart were. 
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You are my world 


You are the way I discovered life. 

You were not limited to social or ideological 
statements, 

But you gave to my life your flower form of multiple 
speeches. 

An unlimited form of light to the love I received. 

In your inner world, distinct and complex, 

I realized a talent that I had never seen before ... 
A theatrical semantics greater than the plans of 
love, 

An inner smile that said more than any material 
form, 

you showed me the best experience and the sign 
of the unforgettable... 

My world was based on a sign of your heart. 

I saw your star, you showed me the way I did not 
know, 
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With a structural autonomy that was the dialogism 
with the infinite, 

which brought meaning to my hope and my 
dreams. 
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Our love 


Our love is stronger than everything. 

There is respect, dedication and friendship. 
When I put myself in her place, 

I can see beyond, 
an originality of art-memory, 
because she is what I see and feel. 

In her delicate and complete vision 
I can see through her values. 

I can see myself too. 

Because she has the values for what I still live. 
She is inside me, she is everything, 

Until the end of days. 
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She’s like a star up there 


A hope, the sweetest memory, 

From my song and prayer, my words acquire 
meaning when attached to her. 

A sign linked to a dream of freedom, 

And an unbelievable love. 

I was born a poet describing her on the stars. 

She did not present worldly materialism, 

But she was made up of a magical force, 

And the psychism in light, in her predestined inner 
life. 

With her photo she offered the spiritual 
expressiveness of values. 

Regarding life, she is always art in ubiquity, 

Being in all the worlds the light of poetry. 
Regarding love, she carries the semiotics of the 
infinite. 

The stylistic conception of love that survives to 
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everything. 

The aesthetic sensibility to change everything. 
Inwardly being the essential, she reflected 
The exteriority of her star context. 

And her passion was in dialogue with God and 
poetry. 
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Carpe diem 


To build our existence on top of happiness. 

Enjoy every second, keep the soul free. 

Building our existence with the aesthetics of a 
smile. 

We will not become empty or surrender to 
standards. 

We will do it our way, and we will build our meaning. 
To say ”1 love you” to who really matters to us, 

To write a new poem, with signs impregnated of 
values. 

Because happiness is inside. 

Plurality of the concepts of art in which we love 
without measure. 

Die for love and keep living ... have a beer. 

To write about the most beautiful girl. 

Would not the simplest things be the most exciting? 
Because to write with the whole soul is a way 
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To throw life and meaning into poems and smiles. 
Every second of life, without remorse, without 
socio-historical senses in the culture, 
but rather to what 

Makes it free, because if our soul is happy, there 
will be 

always hope. 
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Princess 


Her inner image expresses hope. 

Her immeasurable beauty, the inner beauty of the 
girl, 

Who was God’s aesthetic finish to her outer beauty. 
Music and literary art-elements of life. 
Rearranging the image of her-infinite virtues. 

Her richness is to have an open mind and a look 
of the heart, 

Which she saw everything, the ethico-cognitive 
plan and the planes of the universe. 

Not enough to have photo aesthetic like diamonds 
on the sun, 

Her colors of plastic and pictorial elements 
reminded 

The smile of God on the top of the castle. 

She was complete through the aesthetics of the 
perpetuated stars 
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In golden prayer, supreme love, all invisible wealth 
Of inseparable love, the immaterial materialized 
by crystals 

of dreams. All worthwhile horizons of life were in 
her. 
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Sexual Abuse in Hollywood 


Women are screaming for years of abuse. 

Just because they are looking for a dream, 

Does it make them objects in the eyes of some 
Men with a false power imposed? 

The art is stained with hypocrisy. 

Actresses united against violence and abuse of 
years 

try to take the art out of darkness. 

Made hostage by the rot of violance. 

The fact that a woman is beautiful and shines, 
That does not make her an object. 

No one has the right to take from the soul of a 
woman 

dreams, and hurts her, internally or externally, 
killing spirit and talent, 
taking lights from the hearts. 

Talent and union of actresses 
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are greater than violence or evil. 

Art is the contemplation of feelings and joy, 
That freely creaty dreams and fill souls. 
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Against intolerance and violence 


You see the values reversed and the world moving 
towards destruction. 

Digital suicide takes over children, life stucked to 
a small screen. 

Nobody respects anyone and everything goes too 
fast. 

Hate and war are stamped on an augmented 
reality game. 

Mothers do not want their children, they throw 
them in the gutters for coins. 

Corruption survives in impunity and hypocrisy sets 
the road to hell. 

Parties promote hatred and massacre, the 
dominant ideology is 

Stamped on the billboard of greed, the green 
massacre, and the hunger of children. 

To whom should we pay ... to the warlords? 
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When will we be free and in peace? 

You know that racism and violence are stamped 
in ignorance. 

In the hypocrisy stained on a contempt that creates 
nothing, 

only hatred and war. 
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Joan of Arc 


Girl warrior, who is next to God. 

Fight along with me in the day-to-day battles. 

For I want to be by your side every day, 

Writing the poems about the incandescent sky. 

Fill my soul with courage and faith. 

May my spirit see beyond what is material, 

Let my surplus of vision see the light of faith, 
Which will lighten the days of darkness, and rejoice 
the journey. 

You accomplished the impossible, warrior girl. 

You knocked down walls, pacified fields, and 
overcame 

Armies ... but of your deeds, what I like most 
is the fact that you gave light to those who had no 
faith, and 

On the battlefield you were the light to be followed. 
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Dedication 


I dedicate to you the love of my book. 

And the love in me also. 

In the context of my art in transformation, 

You are the one who fills dreams with values, 
Giving life and meaning to my song. 

I dedicate to your beauty, concrete enunciation of 
the infinite, 

These loops of words, signs of your existence. 

In my art, 

The secret of my joy all the time. 

The multiplanar consciousness of my endless 
verses, 

They bear the value of your name- signs of 
immensity. 

Photographs of our soul, complete, when put 
together, 

Senses attributed through alterity with life. 
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On any plane of existence where we could dance 
Together with joy, within us was the music of 
happiness. 
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My serendipity 


You are the truth and the triumphant silence. 

The truth of an enlightened soul, the challenges 
overcome. 

A second with you is all significance, 

Immortalized in musical kisses of the crystal 
nightingale. 

The statue of an ancient angel is illuminating the 
cold night... 

The fluttering night has your sign. 

The carpe diem of pure and complete literature. 
You are my moment, my path, my eternity. 

Your eternity illuminates the dark night. 

Your kiss instantly brings the meaning to this 
eternity places. 

Heart beyond time of a brief moment, 

Which is Peace, all the love described, 

My destiny. 
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It is in you, your inner beauty and immersed 
happiness. 

In victory, this context of faith where pain does not 
exist, 

Soul and spirit made of love reborn, 

The triumph of us, our love forever. 
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Daughter of darkness 


You told me that love can be greater 
than life or death. 

Beautiful girl, from the bloodbath. 

World defeats are not part 

Of your glory achieved and your immortality. 

Your literary sweetness is in these pages 
Queued into secrets of the evil night. 

Dear girl, if i died for you 
Would I live forever? 

Countess Bathory inhabits your genetics. 

I could see by the sacrifice in which the night cried. 
A battery of love has inhabited a virgin 
Who died for you, 

And when death is so beautiful, 

It is sweet to die. 

You took away greed from the worldly darkness, 

In your beauty there is sweetness I had never 
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seen before. 

The World suffers because it lives in selfishness 
and sadness. 

Not perfect and beautiful as you are. 

Your literary sweetness is in these pages, 

Beyond the dark night, you have love 
Greater than life or death. 

If I died for you 
Would I live forever? 
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Hate and war 


Hate and war in the streets. 

In the stunned civil war of failed countries and 
societies. 

War wings found in exposed diamonds 
In rot. 

African militias are flashing diamonds, 
disseminating hatred in innocent children. 

Fighting for territories in power games. 

Terror tearing apart the dignity of freedom, 
Preaching in the name of gods their doctrines 
of violence, ignorance stored at the top of the hill. 
The evil president takes over the universal 
decisions. 

We were held hostage by power, some bombs 
of greed about to explode, into sacrificed rights. 
Blood-stained notes await purification someday. 
The sanctification of coins, when death or glory 
are only one 

History, in the sad games of war and power. 
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You looked like art 


You looked like art, in that full of smile fashion. 
You seemed constant, hunting stars, 

Butterflies of light. 

Princess of the palaces of Milan and Moscow, 
of the pure, historical, essencial songs. 

Of the silk, cotton-gold rattles, of your crown of 
eternity. 

You, who paraded through life as 
one who writes the secrets in light, 
in this essential affection. 
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And your inspiration immortalizes any trace 
of language 


There is always something to write when there is 
your present sense, dear girl. 

I see your heart in your picture, your divine gift, 
And my words are in communion evaluation 

With your infinitely explored love context. 
Wherever I am, you’re with me, 

Offering your senses and your love to the verses. 
Because anyway, I stand within your 

Photo as I write, within your golden aesthetics 
signs and your divine love. 

Your inspiration immortalizes any trace of 
language, 

Which I write in your name, forever. 
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Men are dirty pigs that feed on gold 


Men are dirty pigs that feed on gold. 

They are creatures of hypocrisy, bankrupt 
pedestrians of contempt. 

They are allies of violence, friends of savagery. 
Creatures that violate nature. 

Mineral usurpers. 

Men are the warlords, 

Growers of hunger and misery ... 

The vultures of suicide. 

The wrongs of a sacrificed future. 

They are purely the mercenaries of ignorance. 
The gunpowder factory of failure. 

The army of souls of hell, 

The destruction of worlds and dreams. 

They are the building up of corruption and evil. 
They are the creators of all the existing evil, 

They are the guns and the hatred of themselves, 
The concretized ignorance of destruction. 
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Forever 


These words that magnify my life. 

Because I am a reflection of this written dimension, 
Not by ethics and philosophy of an accomplished 
whole, 

But for the love of my heart that accompanies my 
art. 

I carry the message of heaven, I love you. 

I cultivated in myself the love that I saw in you, my 
dear. 

Intrinsic relationship of this hope stuck in prayer. 
From the terms of our life, dialoguing concretely 
With God and the angels, we write together 
Happiness, plurivalent to fill the inner love of light. 
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Brazil is burning 


Schools are falling and hospitals closing. 

The excuses are the same, with false smiles on 
Television. 

Barricades of illusions and lies turning truths. 
Truths becoming lies in the worm infestation of 
corruption. 

The genocidal chaos of silence is aggravated 
every moment. 

Splash of the dissatisfaction of alms lost in the 
dark... 

Whole bankrupt managements dipped in notes of 
greed. 

Prefectures in wars, the financial chaos of the 
power game. 

Inflation eroding food stamps, children 
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Shattered future of ignorance. 

Streets Dirty with blood, misery and intolerance, 
Genocide on cellular screens of forest rape. 
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God bless you, little girl 


God bless you, little girl. 

May your personality remains strong, as 
Your dreams, which purely materialized 
in the plot of your soul that sings freedom. 

You had to leave your house because you had 
dreams 

Bigger than the world, because your perseverance 
has the beauty of your heart, the materialized 
beauty 

filled with soul. The soul of values complete with 
Your strength and faith. Your values make you 
never give up fighting. 

Your fate expands in fullness. 

Your love always revitalizes, it always remains 
alive, 

Formed of meanings-your creativity means. 

Your talent and your love are complete in your 
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soul, 

Which God has blessed, your aesthetic in 
predestined light. 
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No future 


A nuclear accident is about to happen. 

In the war game, Uncle Sam shows his claws, 
Actually he’s just a drunk wanting to impose power 
And control. In the game of war, we are only pawns 

On the tray of greed. 

Racism and intolerance take over the streets. 

All run to an invisible salvation. 

Violence carries a biblical message of mass 
destruction, 

... the corridors are filled with cries of children, 
Who now fill their heads with intolerance. 

Racism is the explosion of ignorance in empty 
walls, 

the deals are dirty and the scorn turns the art of 
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walls. 


The picture of destruction is headed toward the 
cliff of the market. 

Monetary pollution destroys trees in a sewer of 
tragedy. 
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Ghosts of the old psychiatric hospital 


Housed in beds of suffering grass. 

They agonized to death for some breath. 
Segregation of a selfish and sick society, 

Where would they go? 

The train brought them to the Brazilian 
concentration camp. 

Children and old people huddled in the dirt. 
Concentration camp, psychiatric genocide, 
Injustices of a tragedy, 

Disorder of infernal chaos. 

Where was the solidarity? 

Where was humanity? 

Lost in the ground between tears and waste. 

Lost and forgotten souls. 

Segregated by human selfishness. 
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Who could be more sweet than you? 


Who could be more sweet than you? 

You, with the ideological vision of the world. 

With the aesthetically perfect soul, not only with 
the eyes, 

- external vision, but with the eyes 

- inner vision of the soul, perfect. 

Aesthetically so sweet and talented ... 
complete my poetry, which was made 

in your name ... who could be dearer than you? 
With the artistic whole built in the heart, 
manifested in the universe your image 
remained perfect, in any poem I wrote, 
with love in your name. 
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Ignorance 


Brainwashing in shards of television. 

Images of falsehood, in thefts of damn liquidity. 
The media bought does not bring novelty. 

Sparks of old cowardice in paintings sold. 

Digital racism stamps examples of the new war. 
Mutilated system in high definition of dirty battles. 
Racism is ignorance, and violence is the defining 
From inhumane rules posted on billboards. 
Television shows political propaganda that 
addresses lies. 

Nothing corrects, nothing they do, the important 
thing is what they sell. 

Games on TV, political games of the old war teach 
only to give taxes without receiving. 
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Pure art 


Art of immaterial concepts, 

Not by the human axiological symbology, 

But by the values invisible to the eyes, 

That fill the heart of the essential, 

Poetic art of true happiness. 

On the eternity, universal dance 
of stars. 

In dialogism with God, there is salvation in poetry, 
Waiting in the sea for the foams of hope, 

To save souls in the dance of poetic happiness. 
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Carnavalization 


You know, morality and ethics are misrepresented 
in virtual injustice. 

Virtual. 

In the gutter, eschatology is a samba plot with 
laws. 

Disorder is the routine, everything is reversed, 
Political parties unite to share the treasure of war. 

The routine changes, but the lies are always 
present. 

The sewer of injustices and miseries are in the 
final plan 

From the perversion and attack of corrupt missiles. 

The bread and the circus fantasize ethics and 
morals. 

The history books show the side of the rich, 

Who can buy power and make music 
Sound the truth of the dominant ideology. 
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The new Auschwitz is coming 


The new Auschwitz is coming, 

Digital Stakes of Intolerance 
Circulate the streets of blood and decay 
Of today’s bloody days. 

Poles of savagery and xenophobia 
are in the children’s booklets. 

Gods invented in the hatred of an augmented 
reality, 

In the falsehood of envy and greedy power. 

What is the future in the face of intolerance? 

All hatred is used on disposable days. 

The machines substitute values 
And with the heart people do not think. 

Lies are the political truths, 

Only hatred and indifference are planted 
In the minds of children bleeding 
Justice, and pervert tragedy. 
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If Adolf Hitler came to speak in the 
square these days. 

They pick him up witn a limousine, anyway. 


4 PROVA -13/5/18 


132 











4 PROVA- 13/5/18 











CASA DO 

NOVO AUTOR 

EDITORA 


Este livro foi impresso pelo 

134 

4 PROVA -13/5/18_ 












